COUNTRY BOARDING-HOUSE
Campbell
You'd do well to arrive here in daylight, Spinster pines
Complain continuously, sigh their set lines,
Knitting white socks of cloud or patching sunlight.
But 0, how malign they are, how they weep at night.
Drawn up around the moonshine, warming stiff bone?,
As if the old spent house had coals for stones.
"Do you remember the master? Blood in keen eyes
And age mere fancy-dress, a thin disguise
To be thrown off at midnight. He'd strike the board
And hang his wife and children on his word."
,    And the pines simper and gossip, sigh and tell over
His tales of drought and flood as did their lost lover.
The wind turns south, the pines shiver. They mourn
For a thin tired lady who walked upon the lawn
And held a flower cupped a moment. And the slant light
Blossomed for her and the flowers became more bright
And the sprinkled dust breathed out. She turned away
From Time who paused to pass the rime of day.
'There was George," the pines sigh; "George, his
mothers darling,
Climbing for cones, for the blue eggs of the starling,
Off on his pony, home by train from school